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APRES  LA  MORT 

WHAT  shall  my  quest  be 
Throughout  Eternity, 
Those  ceaseless  questing  years? 
To  sit  at  ease  and  forever  rest? 
Ah,  no!  oblivion  were  best. 
First,  I  shall  search  the  corridors 
For  loved  ones  lost  awhile, 
And  having  found,  rejoice  and  smile 
In  deep  content, 
And  feast  my  heart  with  loving. 
Then  I  shall  rouse  me,  and  desire 
Some  task  I  missed  on  earth; 
To  send  through  throbbing  space  the  fire 
Of  some  strong  thought,  of  high  endeavor; 
And  link,  please  God,  my  growing  soul 
With  some  discouraged  one. 
Bidding  him  fight,  and  having  won 
Him  to  the  right,  quest  on. 
Some  other  height  to  gain; 
Perchance  to  live  on  earth  once  more, 
In  some  new  form,  new  clime, 
To  aid  poor  struggling  souls, 
Direct  and  guide  blind,  stumbling  youth 
In  paths  of  rectitude  and  truth. 
Worth  all  the  earthly  pain 
To  veil  this  flesh  again 
In  vibrant  human  form, 
Than  live  forever  in  Elysian  fields. 
Not  ease  nor  rest  I  ask, 
But  just  some  lowly,  serving  task. 
'Tis  worth  renouncing  Heaven  for  a  space. 
This  be  my  choice:  To  serve  the  human  race. 

Fage  One 


WHAT  A  JOY  TO  WISH  TO  WRITE 

WHAT  a  joy  to  wish  to  write 
Sonnet  or  a  villanelle, 
Letting  fancy  take  its  flight! 

Erato's  muse  may  send  us  light, 
Cast  over  all  her  magic  spell. 
What  a  joy  to  wish  to  write! 

Questing  as  Columbus  might, 

Realms  of  thought  few  tongues  can  tell. 

Letting  fancy  take  its  flight. 

Climbing  to  Parnassus'  height 
Will  you,  reader,  wish  me  well? 
What  a  joy  to  wish  to  write! 

Now  a  love-song  I  indite, 
Lilting,  sweet  as  silvery  bell, 
Letting  fancy  take  its  flight. 

Muses  do  not  fail  me  quite! 
Nor  adverse  tide  my  spirit  quell. 
What  a  joy  to  wish  to  write 
Letting  fancy  take  its  flight! 
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TO  MARSHALL  SAUNDERS,  C.B.E. 

HE  who  has  loved  a  tree  loves  not  in  vain, 
For  in  his  soul  a  wealth  of  Beauty  dwells; 
Nor  he  whose  gentle  heart  with  pity  swells, 
For  bird  and  beast  with  love  akin  to  pain. 
And  he  who  loves  the  flower  that  has  lain. 
Close  nurtured  by  its  parent,  Mother-Earth, 
Who  lovingly  embosomed  it  till  birth. 
Has  joy  indeed,  surpassing  gold  or  gain. 

No  wounded  dog,  nor  bird  with  broken  wings, 
But  finds  in  you  a  loving,  trusted  friend, 
You  lean  a  pitying  heart  to  tortured  things. 
And  would  in  love  a  trembling  fawn  defend. 
Now  may  you  find  beyond  Heaven's  shining  stars. 
Dear  feathered  friends  within  the  Sunset  Bars. 
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PILOTS  OF  THE  AIR 

PILOTS  of  the  air!  who  move  in  majesty, 
Traversing  highways  of  the  cloud-strewn  height, 
What  dream  you  soaring  in  enchanted  flight 
To  the  world's  arched  roof,  mounting  triumphantly? 
Bridging  the  vastness  of  the  rolling  sea. 
With  rush  of  wings  and  whirr  of  whirling  might, 
Swift  as  an  eagle  cutting  the  dazzling  light. 
Your  eager  ships  sail  onward  valiantly. 

Pilots  of  the  air!  your  gallant  argosies, 
Like  stately  galleons  plough  the  startled  skies. 
New  rising  power  your  prisoned  spirit  frees. 
And  kindling  thoughts  of  new-born  knowledge  rise. 
What  link  with  the  unseen  your  searchings  find, 
As  one  with  God  you  probe  Eternal  Mind? 


A  TUMULT  STIRS  MY  ACHING  BREAST 

A  TUMULT  stirs  my  aching  breast, 
A  cry  subdued,  a  smouldering  flame. 
Nor  ever  will  it  let  me  rest. 

It  is  my  constant  troubled  guest. 

Deep  powers  within  their  right  proclaim, 

A  tumult  stirs  my  aching  breast. 

In  sleepy  vale  on  mountain  crest. 

It  comes  its  crown  and  throne  to  claim, 

Nor  ever  will  it  let  me  rest. 

Over  land  and  sea  'twill  be  my  quest. 
To  make  of  thought  a  captive  tame. 
A  tumult  stirs  my  aching  breast. 

I  follow  at  its  least  behest. 
Elusive  thought's  a  sportive  game. 
Nor  ever  will  it  let  me  rest. 

A  poem,  a  thought  in  beauty  drest. 
From  realms  unknown  the  fire  came, 
A  tumult  stirs  my  aching  breast. 
Nor  ever  will  it  let  me  rest. 
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TO  A  BELOVED  BARD 
To  "Seranus"— Mrs.  J.  W.  F.  Harrison) 

TO  you  who  love  tall  trees  and  glistening  rain, 
And  look  in  wonder  on  the  roving  stars, 
Whose  questing  spirit  knows  no  finite  bars, 
The  lapsing  years  have  not  been  all  in  vain. 
To  you  were  given  gifts  of  mind  and  heart, 
Richly  you  live,  a  book  your  closest  friend, 
And  of  this  store  generously  you  lend, 
To  eager  souls  who  fain  would  share  a  part. 

O  Spinner  of  Life's  thread  weave  colors  bright, 
Through  her  remaining  years.    The  golden  hours 
Fill  full  with  added  joys  and  greater  powers 
That  she  may  swiftly  climb  the  unsealed  height. 
And  know  though  born  in  gladness  or  in  pain, 
The  heart's  true  song  is  never  sung  in  vain. 

THE  WHISPERING  TREES 
(A  Villanelle) 

THE  whispering  trees  know  not  life's  plan, 
Feel  not  the  heat  nor  winter's  blast. 
What  sense  they  of  this  little  span? 

They  grow  and  bud  nor  ever  scan. 

The  forward  years  nor  silent  past. 

The  whispering  trees  know  not  life's  plan. 

The  willows  furnish  reeds  to  Pan, 
Who  plays  with  nimble  art  and  fast, 
What  sense  they  of  this  little  span? 

None  note  the  days  of  busy  man. 
What  reck  they  of  the  things  that  last? 
The  whispering  trees  know  not  life's  plan. 

Though  trees  may  shelter  tribe  and  clan. 

Wherever  human  lot  is  cast. 

What  sense  they  of  this  little  span? 

They  reason  not  nor  ever  can. 
Feel  aught  of  Love  or  Space  so  vast. 
The  whispering  trees  know  not  life's  plan. 
What  sense  they  of  this  little  span? 
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ITS  SPRING  ON  ZE  AIR 

WHAT  ails  on  dat  lamb  that  she  ack  lak  one  fool? 
I  tink  zat  her  modder  should  teach  her  ze  rule 
For  not  to  be  giddy, — but  dey  bofe  foolish  pair, 
I  guess  someting  tole  her  its  spring  on  ze  air. 

Ze  kitten  she  too  mak'  one  goose  to  herself, 
She  chase  her  own  tail  on  ze  mat — joomp  ze  shelf, 
She  spring  at  ze  ole  cat  and  mak  her  to  scare, 
What  ail  her?     I  tole  you — its  spring  on  ze  air. 

De  colt  too,  she  kick  up  her  heels  on  her  play. 
Her  modder  look  on  lak  at  me  she  would  say, 
"What  ail  her  she  ack  so?  well,  dey  bofe  foolish  pair. 
How  often  I  tole  you — its  spring  on  ze  air. 

Now  gargon,  he  joomp  too,  whenever  he  chose. 
He  chase  himself  roun'  and  fall  on  his  nose. 
He  whistle  and  shout  so  he  mak'  Gran'pere  scare, 
"You  lak  colt,  too,"  I  tole  him — its  spring  on  ze  air. 

Now  Isidore  Grenier,  he  ack  jus'  ze  same, 
I  tink  he  go  courtin'  dat  girl — what's  her  name? 
Well,  on  ze  spring,  me — I  feel  lak  him  zair, 
I  silly  ole  fool  too,  its  spring  on  ze  air. 

He  sigh  at  ze  moon  and  go  mopin'  aroun' 
I  tole  him  "get  busy"  and  go  till  ze  groun' 
He  roll  heem  his  eye  and  go  sighin'  for  fair, 
What  ail  heem?  I  tole  you — its  spring  on  ze  air. 

Now  Marie  d'Aubigny,  une  pretty  jeune  fille. 

She  cry  on  de  eye — what  for?  ask  me  still? 

Why,  she  quarrel  wiz  her  lover,  she  no  spik  at  him  zair, 

I  tink  dey  mak'  up  now — its  spring  on  ze  air! 
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QUESTING 

IN  reaches,  limitless  of  space,  confined, 
The  flaming  worlds  in  rhythmic  order  swing, 
While  thrice  a  million  stars  forever  cling, 
To  the  roof  of  the  sky,  their  daily  round  assigned. 
Far  distant  realms,  born  of  Eternal  Mind, 
Ordained  when  Time's  first  fitful  pulses  stirred, 
Creation's  dawn  beheld  with  vision  blurred, 
As  out  of  chaos  they  emerged  defined. 

O  worlds  on  worlds!  our  beggared  phrases  fail, 
Man  mutely  stands  before  your  regnant  power. 
Pursues  his  quest  to  pierce  beyond  the  veil. 
Whence  is  your  force  unseen  and  whence  your  hour? 
Man  groping  scans  unanswering  skies  in  vain, 
But  he  who  seeks  will  yet  the  answer  gain. 

THE  BROTHERS 

(In  memory  of  Rufus  J.  Hathaway  and 

Ernest  J.  Hathaway) 

NOW  they  have  met  in  Elysian  fields  so  fair. 
And  there  with  books  and  friends  beloved  they  browse, 
Companions  dear  with  Carman,  Lampman,  Mair, 
In  some  secluded  nook  they  happy  drowse. 
These  kindred  souls  have  met;  upon  the  air 
Their  voices  float;  they  talk  of  those  on  earth, 
About  a  book  that  Roberts  wrote;  how  fare 
MacDonald,  Pratt  and  Scott;  and  kindly  mirth 
Resounds.    Perchance  near  lakes  and  leafy  nooks 
Their  spirits  walk  through  lanes  and  fern-fringed  ways. 
Or  meet  with  friends  with  dear  familiar  looks, 
Within  some  favoured  haunts  or  city's  maze. 

Adown  the  glades  soft  winds  go  gently  sighing. 
For  each  loved  face  and  form  we  see  no  more. 
While  hope  all  prostrate  in  the  dust  is  lying. 
And  wistful  skies  a  rain  of  tears  downpour. 
O  could  our  eyes  have  more  than  mortal  sight. 
What  heavenly  scene  their  might  to  us  disclose 
Of  happy  intercourse;  what  inward  light 
Would  sweetly  bid  our  anxious  heart  repose. 
At  times  we  feel  their  living  presence  near. 
They  live,  they  love,  hold  converse  as  of  yore, 
O  grasp  this  crowning  joy  and  lose  your  fear. 
O  yearning  heart,  take  hope  and  weep  no  more! 
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WHO  THEN  MAY  TUNE  THE  GOLDEN  LYRE 

"'W^HO  then  may  tune  the  golden  lyre? 
^  The  muse  we  cannot  string  at  will, — 
The  heart  must  flame  with  heavenly  fire! 

Sweet  Orpheus  could  the  trees  inspire, 
The  hills  and  vales  with  music  fill. 
Who  then  may  tune  the  golden  lyre? 

Who  does  this  gracious  gift  desire, 
Must  wait  with  patience  and  be  still. 
The  heart  must  flame  with  heavenly  fire! 

Perchance  they  must  of  gods  inquire, 
When  ears  are  dull  and  voices  chill. 
Who  then  may  tune  the  golden  lyre? 

Mayhap  with  angels  they  conspire, 

To  tip  with  gold  each  silent  quill. 

The  heart  must  flame  with  heavenly  fire! 

Then  I  might  join  the  heavenly  choir, 
Send  vibrant  thought  over  vale  and  hill, 
Who  then  may  tune  the  golden  lyre, 
The  heart  must  flame  with  heavenly  fire! 


THOUGHTS  ON  A  CHINESE  GENERAL'S  TOMB 

ILTERE  once  you  lived  and  loved  as  even  L 

*•  ■*•  Life  pulsed  within  your  veins;  and  smiles  and  tears 

Of  joy  and  grief  filled  in  the  lapsing  years. 

Now  here  in  western  lands  your  ashes  lie. 

'Neath  alien  skies.    Where  fares  your  questing  soul? 

And  have  you  found  release  from  sabled  night, 

In  some  new  form,  new  clime,  a  spirit  bright, 

Your  wakened  being  sensing  now  the  Whole? 

Beyond  what  star  seek  you  a  fuller  life? 
What  songs  unsung  or  task  undone  shall  find? 
Now  send  you  back  where  heathen  rites  are  rife 
Some  hint  of  glory  to  their  groping  mind? 
I  pray  your  growing  soul  may  outward  speed 
To  bear  a  message  to  their  hearts  in  need. 
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IRISH  CHARMS 

OCH,  whirra!  whirra!  my  tears  are  creeks, 
Me  childer  have  the  mumps, 
The  witches'  brew  I'll  clap  on  their  cheeks, 
To  chase  away  the  humps. 

Its  rub  me  head  on  the  back  of  stones, 
When  the  moon  is  shining  bright, 
And  nine  June  bugs  will  cure  yer  bones. 
If  caught  by  morning  light. 

Beware  of  a  raven  and  a  water- wag-tail, 
For  they  are  Satan's  own  broth, 
Bad  luck  forever  yer  footsteps  will  trail. 
And  bring  down  the  black  witches'  wroth. 

Black  cats  and  ghosts  and  water-wag-tails. 
Are  used  in  a  witches'  brew. 
And  dead  men's  hands  will  bring  ye  ails. 
If  ye  stand  where  a  gooseberry  grew. 

An'  if  from  evil  ye  would  break. 

Its  a  black  cat  ye  must  seek. 

And  then  three  drops  of  its  blood  ye  must  take, 

On  the  third  day  of  the  week. 

If  yer  in  love  there's  niver  a  cure, 
But  a  love  charm  ye  must  find. 
A  strand  of  hair  and  a  ribband  blue, 
Yer  true  love  for  to  bind. 

An'  if  ye  wish  to  break  ill  fare, 

And  cast  off  the  rue  of  a  spell. 

Walk  backwards  down  the  kitchen  stair. 

And  drink  from  a  wishing  well. 

Three  wishes  ye  can't  make  too  soon. 

If  a  happy  bride  ye'd  be. 

Then  walk  by  the  brook  in  the  full  o'  the  moon, 

An'  yer  lover  ye  will  see. 

If  on  yer  way  ye  a  magpie  meet. 
One  is  for  sorrow  and  two  for  mirth, 
Three  for  a  marriage  my  pretty  sweet. 
The  fourth  foretells  a  birth. 

Ye'd  better  cross  yer  thumbs  me  dear, 
Should  trouble  ye  befall, 
But  any  snakes  ye  needn't  fear, 
St.  Patrick  banished  all. 
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RHYMING  WILL  NOT  FILL  THE  POT 

THOUGH  rhyming  will  not  fill  the  pot, 
Yet  I  must  rhyme  to  thoughts  unbind, 
Shall  I  decry  the  Poet's  lot? 

Thoughts  pour  a  torrent,  searing,  hot, 
And  in  my  mind  a  lodging  find. 
Though  rhyming  will  not  fill  the  pot. 

To  bide  awhile  rhymes  ask  me  not. 
But  round  my  heart  their  tendrils  wind. 
Shall  I  decry  the  Poet's  lot? 

What  Force  their  portion  does  allot? 
Where  dwells  the  Poet  Master-Mind? 
Though,  rhyming  will  not  fill  the  pot. 

Now,  payment  in  gold  counts  never  a  jot, 
When  Poesy  does  captive  bind. 
Shall  I  decry  the  Poet's  lot? 

If  fame  and  name  be  both  forgot. 
The  wine  poured  forth  shall  pay  in  kind, 
Though  rhyming  will  not  fill  the  pot, 
Shall  I  decry  the  Poet's  lot? 
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SURRENDER  TO  SUMMER 

THE  drowsy  stream  a  laggard  is, 
The  pools  reflect  the  shaken  leaves; 
A  wood  nymph  snares  my  willing  soul, 
And  on  my  brow  a  garland  weaves. 

The  soft  wind  whispers  to  the  trees, 
The  willows  bend  to  purling  stream, 
A  whistling  rainbird  makes  complaint, 
A  phoebe  grieving  breaks  my  dream. 

While  intimate  with  earth  I  lie, 
The  feathered  songsters  whirl  above. 
And  loud  proclaim  in  lilting  song. 
Their  madrigal  of  joyous  love. 
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WHENCE  COME  THESE  HAUNTING 
MYSTIC  DREAMS 

WHENCE  come  these  haunting  mystic  dreams, 
That  strangely  stir  my  eager  heart? 
Their  radiance  from  Heaven  streams. 

A  shaft  of  thought  through  darkness  gleams, 
Sends  faring  forth  its  piercing  dart. 
Whence  come  these  haunting  mystic  dreams? 

As  rolls  the  wave  that  curls  and  creams, 
Thoughts  surge  the  mind  then  swift  depart, 
Their  radiance  from  Heaven  streams. 

Man  treads  this  earth  and  never  seems 

To  sense  the  soul  diviner  part. 

Whence  come  these  haunting  mystic  dreams? 

Man  barters  mind  and  scarcely  deems 

The  source  from  whence  these  pulsings  start, 

Their  radiance  from  Heaven  streams. 

With  unborn  thought  the  silence  teems. 
Thoughts  are  not  bought  in  open  mart. 
Whence  come  these  haunting  mystic  dreams? 
Their  radiance  from  Heaven  streams. 


THOUGHTS  ON  A  TOTEM  POLE 

STRANGE  symbol  of  a  savage,  dying  race. 
Of  mystic  lore  and  strange  philosophy, 
Of  feathered  Chief  and  heathen  wizardry. 
Now  as  I  gaze  my  thoughts  run  on  apace. 
Grotesque  and  ghoulish  faces  leer  at  me, 
The  emblems  of  a  crude  and  darkened  mind. 
The  red  man's  gods,  so  dull  of  ear  and  blind. 
What  fate  consigned  their  race  to  heathenry? 

The  sullen  Indian  broods  in  birch  tepee. 
And  locked  in  far-off  reaches  of  his  mind, 
Lie  thoughts  unfathomed  still  by  humankind. 
Is  this  weird  pole  his  sign  of  piety, 
All  rudely  carved  with  Thunder  Bird  on  high, 
Raised  to  appease  a  frowning,  angry  sky? 
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MYSTIC  DREAMS 

OF  texture  rare  my  mystic  dreams  are  wrought, 
Gossamer  threads  spun  out  from  cloud  and  star, 
Wings  of  the  spirit  that  lift  an  earth-born  thought. 
And  waft  it  swift  to  star-lit  realms  afar. 
O  flame  of  Hope!  O  flame  of  white  Desire! 
Ere  these  shall  fade  and  in  grey  ashes  lie, 
flaking  my  lovely  dreams  a  funeral  pyre. 
Grant  me  this  ecstasy  before  I  die: 
To  live  one  glorious  hour  and  know  this  fire 
Is  God.    The  timeless  source  of  ail  desire, 
Impalpable  spirit!   intangible!   bestow 
Thy  grace  on  questing  soul  and  make  me  know 
That  I  am  one  with  Thee.    O  God,  reveal. 
The  burning  bush,  the  living  sign  and  seal! 

Aa>!<i 

MOONLIGHT  IN  MUSKOKA 

I  SIT  alone  upon  a  lofty  height, 
And  watch  the  rising  moon  flood  o'er  the  hills, 
And  make  a  silver  path  upon  the  lake, 
While  on  the  land  its  lunar  brilliance  spills. 
And  lovers  sing  impassioned  songs  and  take 
Their  meed  of  love  beneath  its  borrowed  light. 

And  white  Altair  his  faithful  watch  doth  make, 
While  high  the  pale  moon  rides  the  Milky  Way 
High  above  the  light  drenched  earth  it  shines, 
While  wheeling  stars  their  Maker's  power  display. 
And  lightly  touch  the  stately  whispering  pines, 
Whose  branches  shade  the  waters  of  the  lake. 

The  night-owl  grieves  in  mournful  eerie  note. 

The  whip-poor-will  sends  out  a  plaintive  cry. 

Strange  night  things  make  their  way  through  reedy  grass, 

And  bats  their  blind  flight  take  across  the  sky. 

The  night  winds  touch  the  tree  tops  as  they  pass, 

While  song  is  hushed  within  the  robin's  throat. 

And  I  alone  upon  an  eyrie  height. 

Saw  silence  throned  on  hedge  and  stalwart  pine, 

And  night  with  sombre  robe  enswath  the  earth. 

Then  I  attuned  in  harmony  divine 

Did  snare  the  rapture  of  celestial  mirth. 

And  heard  God's  gentle  footfalls  in  the  night. 
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DAWNING 

VAGUE  are  the  sounds  that  wake  the  slumbering  mind, 
When  purple  dawn  lifts  up  the  shades  of  night. 
Quiescent  power  stirs  with  morning  light, 
x^nd  thoughts  renewed  a  cleansing  freshness  find. 
When  day  full-orbed  out  of  the  void  is  mined, 
Then  bold  Orion's  hosts  are  put  to  flight. 
The  wings  of  morning  shed  effulgent  might, 
And  Force,  magnetic,  mighty  planets  bind. 

Then  in  the  dazzling  light  of  day's  high  noon, 
Count  fleeting  hours  dear  as  sifted  gold. 
Hold  life  a  gift,  a  sacramental  boon. 
While  years  their  hidden  purposes  unfold. 
Then  haste,  my  soul,  to  grasp  the  truths  eternal, 
Till  dawns  new  day  in  radiant  heights  supernal. 
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A  ROBE  OF  BEAUTY 

BEHOLD  the  robe  of  Beauty  rare, 
God  dropped  on  earth  last  night. 
Over  all  a  veil  of  misty  blue. 
While  earth  He  carpeted  with  white. 

He  traced  upon  my  window-pane, 
A  scroll  of  stars  and  ferns, 
I  would  with  you  their  beauty  share. 
My  heart  with  rapture  burns. 

He  swung  a  golden  lantern  high, 
To  light  the  worlds  afar. 
And  right  above  my  bungalow, 
He  hung  a  silver  star. 

And  God  created  from  the  void, 
This  galaxy  sublime, 
That  man  may  tread  the  heavenly  road. 
To  a  celestial  clime. 
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APRIL 

OH,  April  is  a  'witching  maid, 
She  smiles  and  weeps  within  an  hour, 
A  dancing,  heartless,  fickle  jade. 

Now  up  and  down  on  hill  and  glade, 
She  leaves  behind  a  crystal  dower. 
Oh,  April  is  a  'witching  maid. 

With  swirl  of  rain  in  sudden  raid. 

She  bends  the  trees  in  drenching  shower, 

A  dancing,  heartless,  fickle  jade. 

Her  tears  fall  fast,  nor  yet  are  stayed. 
Till  drenched  is  every  root  and  flower. 
Oh,  April  is  a  'witching  maid. 

In  gown  of  fimy  clouds  arrayed. 
She  flaunts  with  gaiety  her  power, 
A  dancing,  heartless,  fickle  jade. 

Though  some  have  called  her  renegade, 
She  makes  of  earth  a  leafy  bower. 
Oh,  April  is  a  'witching  maid, 
A  dancing,  heartless,  fickle  jade. 


AMBER  FLAMES  OF  AUTUMN 

FLAME-bathed  the  trees  of  autumn  stand. 
Reflecting  the  rainbow's  tints, 
And  scattering  with  prodigal  hand. 
The  gold  of  a  thousand  mints. 

Amber  and  red  your  ecstatic  fires. 
Imprisoned  from  summer's  sun. 
To  capture  your  glory  my  heart  desires. 
Ere  vagrant  day  is  done. 

0  thrilled  am  I  by  your  magic  power, 
And  your  riot  of  burnished  gold, 

1  hold  to  my  heart  this  fugitive  hour. 
As  the  glories  autumnal  unfold. 
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THE  RETREAT 

DEEP  nestled  in  the  woods  my  cabin  stands, 
A  sure  retreat  in  days  of  storm  and  stress; 
A  refuge  dear  when  thronging  duties  press, 
Where  sentinels  reach  out  their  guardian  hands. 
Here  all  pervading  peace  my  spirit  fills, 
Deep  silence  reaches  down  into  my  soul. 
Cool  winds  and  rains  may  cleanse  my  spirit  whole, 
While  singing  brook  its  healing  balm  distils. 

The  birds  herein  a  paradise  have  found. 
And  loud  each  morning  raise  ecstatic  song. 
Then  I  attuned  in  rapture  all  profound. 
Would  with  my  God  communion  close  prolong. 
The  nodding  flowers  an  incense  sweet  diffuse. 
And  I  who  worship  here  take  off  my  shoes. 
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TO  PRINCESS  MARINA 

FROM  groves  of  the  island  where  dwelt  the  fair  Sappho, 
The  land  of  the  arts  and  of  mythical  lore. 
There  comes  a  fair  princess  the  love  light  adorning. 
Forsaking  her  home  to  grace  Albion's  shore. 

God  bless  you,  Marina,  your  love-day  is  dawning. 
The  morn  of  your  nuptials  comes  winging  from  far. 
The  sun  on  your  bridal  is  pouring  his  radiance, 
And  dimming  the  light  of  the  morning's  last  star. 

Fair  Canada  greets  you  with  fervent  devotion. 
The  Land  of  the  Maple  with  loyalty  glows. 
All  hail  to  the  Prince!  and  all  hail  to  the  Princess! 
The  heart  of  an  Empire  in  love  overflows. 

Throw  open  the  gates  wide  and  bid  her  warm  welcome, 
And  strew  in  her  path  the  Thistle  and  Rose, 
Come  skirl  her  a  welcome  ye  lads  o'  the  heather, 
The  love  of  a  nation  around  her  enclose. 
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ENCHANTMENT 

THE  scarlet  flames  of  poppy  or  of  rose, 
The  colors  of  a  sunset  rare  disclose. 
Dew-je welled  spider-webs  and  greening  sod, 
Lie  fragile-sweet  against  the  hills  of  God. 

Eternal  melodies  from  raptured  throats, 
Snared  deep  within  the  robin's  pleading  notes. 
The  witchery  of  stars  in  silent  night. 
Enthrall  my  soul  with  points  of  heavenly  light. 

When  day  sends  forth  her  streams  of  purple  rays, 
This  pen  of  mine  can  limn  but  halting  lays, 

0  then  at  dawn's  revealing  sacred  hour, 
My  spirit  cries  aloud  at  Beauty's  power. 

1  walk  with  kings  in  nature's  open  wild, 
And  look  with  eyes  of  wonder  as  a  child. 
In  mystery  of  grandeur  so  divine, 

I  drink  anew  of  an  immortal  wine. 
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THE  WINGED  MUSE 

STRANGE  force  that  flows  to  me  from  realms  unknown, 
Whence  is  your  source  unseen  and  whence  your  hour? 
Mutely  I  stand  before  your  regnant  power, 
And  sense  revealing  joy  ere  it  is  flown. 
Stuff  of  my  dreams,  high  hopes  and  black  despair. 
Visions  of  winding  roads  I  see;  fair  strands 
And  gardens  rare,  from  whence  strange  beckoning  hands 
Lure  me  from  forlorn  depths  to  sunlit  air. 

Ineffable  joy!  then  I  untrammeled  soar. 
And  feast  my  hungry  soul  in  deep  delight. 
And  drink  the  wine  of  gods  nor  hunger  more. 
The  winged  muse  then  takes  her  rapid  flight. 
Nor  may  I  follow  piercing  beyond  the  veil, 
But  bathe  my  wondering  soul  in  glory's  trail. 
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OH,  ONCE  I  MET  A  PRETTY  MAID 

OH,  once  I  met  a  pretty  maid. 
When  on  the  cobbled  market- way! 
I  paused  to  look,  then  felt  afraid. 

In  lilac  gown  she  was  arrayed. 
Nor  rose  nor  flower  was  half  so  gay, 
Oh,  once  I  met  a  pretty  maid! 

I  should  have  fled,  but  yet  I  stayed, 
I  knew  the  price  I  might  yet  pay, 
I  paused  to  look,  then  felt  afraid. 

Now  was  she  just  a  fickle  jade. 
Who  stole  my  fluttering  heart  away? 
Oh,  once  I  met  a  pretty  maid! 

While  she  look  up  so  sweet,  so  staid, 
My  stammering  tongue  had  naught  to  say. 
I  paused  to  look,  then  felt  afraid. 

I  bartered  all  my  soul  and  paid 
The  price  in  full.    Thrice  happy  day! 
Oh,  once  I  met  a  pretty  maid! 
I  paused  to  look,  then  felt  afraid. 
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DELIGHT 

A  POEM  is  ineffable  delight. 
Though  music  may  with  artistry  beguile. 
Poetic  muse  ensnares  my  soul  the  while 
Pegasus  soars  in  daring  winged  flight. 
The  lightning's  flash  is  not  more  sure  and  swift. 
Than  piercing  thought  that  darts  through  ambient  space. 
Whence  come  these  images  sublime  that  race 
Across  the  mind  and  leave  their  gracious  gift? 

Strange  fires  that  light  my  dull  and  brooding  soul. 

Fanned  by  the  happy  cleansing  winds  of  God, 

Burn  out  all  dross  and  make  my  spirit  whole, 

And  raise  to  vibrant  life  this  heavy  clod. 

I  dare  Parnassus  glorious  heights  to  scale. 

And  touch  the  rainbow's  arch  or  star-drenched  trail. 
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